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Stitch Me Together 


Dave could remember when they'd first met. For his fiftieth birthday, James had issued an all points invitation 
to "Foo Fighters and Crew". So Dave had rounded up everyone he possibly could and hauled them up state for 
James's party. 


What he hadn't expected was to lose his studio manager in the process. 


Wiley had, at the time, been twenty-three. Tall and lithe with waterfalls of corkscrew blonde hair and big, 
innocent looking eyes, Wiley seemed to pull everyone into his orbit. Especially someone as soft and as gentle as 
James. Dave had been seething angry when Wiley had first trotted home and told him what was going on 
Partly because he himself would have the hassle of finding another manager and partly because there was a 
near-thirty year age difference between the two. 


In hindsight, Dave could see that the pair had been made for one another. Seeing photographs of them 
together warmed his heart. James had mellowed even more than he previously had and Wiley had grown a 


little more. 


But then, one evening at the break of the new year and several years after losing his studio manager to 


Metallica's boss, the messages had started. They weren't from Wiley. They were from James. 
Need to tak to you Wiley's birthday 

What does he want? 

Well, he's turning thirty and he's asked for only one thing 


What? 
You, Dave. He wants you. 


And that, in short, was how Dave came to find himself sitting in a tiny restaurant in a secluded part of 
Colorado. For a while, James and Wiley had continued to live in California before James had decided that he 
wanted to up sticks to another part of the country. Wiley had two options, move back to LA, beg Dave for his 
job, and then fly out to Colorado whenever he could. Or wholesale move himself with his long term partner. 


Wiley had, obviously, chosen the latter. 


Colorado was the perfect place for Wiley. Open spaces, mountains, legalised weed, and probably way more, and 


way noisier, sex than he'd been having back in California. 


To say he'd been shocked had been an understatement. He'd always thought that James and Wiley were 

monogamous, down to Earth, and probably fairly boring when it came to their sex life. Wanting a threesome 
seemed a little out of character. But who was he to judge? Plus it had been a while since he'd got naked and 
freaky with anyone other than himself so a trip to Colorado seemed like the perfect excuse to do just that. 


They'd had a couple of phone calls about how the night would progress. Wiley wanted a threesome and James, 
for reasons that Dave didn't fully understand, was also in on it. There were safe words, scenes and kinks that 
they agreed on, no drugs or alcohol, and the agreement that the night would involve all of them. All three of 
them had also signed an NDA to make sure that whispers and gossip of it never got out to the public. Which 


made Dave wonder why they were meeting in a very public place. 
‘Cause you're gonna need your carbs," a voice boomed beside him. 


Dave grinned and looked up to find the happy couple standing in front of him. Wiley was, as always, curled into 
James’ side with the taller man's arm lazily slung over his shoulder. Like Dave, they were both impeccably 
turned out in suits. James had let his his silver hair grow until it curled into the nap of his neck, while Wiley's 


corkscrew curls now fell down his back Dave had to stop himself from drooling. 


Sliding from the private booth, he hugged first Wiley and then James. Both of them were beaming and looking 
happier than he'd ever seen them. They truly were the perfect for one another and Dave felt his heart warm 


at being in their presence. 


‘Its good to see you," he said. "Always good to see you both and, well, thanks for inviting me." 


Wiley's hand came to rest on his arm and the blonde man's smile was bright enough to light the room. "Thanks 


for coming. | - we - really appreciate it. It's great to see you, Dave. | do miss you." 


Dave felt his posture soften and his smile sweeten. "I miss you, too. The studio's a lot quieter without you 


around." 
From beside them, Dave saw James gesture to the table. "While | hate to break up this reunion, shall we." 


The restaurant seemed to be popular with the locals. Hidden away in the winding roads and trees that 
surrounded the part of Colorado that they were in, the interior was all dark wood and low lights, creating 
places for patrons to hide away and talk A candle in a red holder flickered at the heart of their table and 


vines twined in the ceiling above their heads. 


Settling into the leather booth, Dave turned to the two men and smiled warmly. "How are you both doing? 
James, thanks for the passes to the last tour. | really enjoyed myself. You guys are putting on such a fuckin’ 


incredible show." 


James beamed over Wiley's head. "Pleasure's all ours. Thanks for coming to the shows. It's always great to see 


you going nuts in the pit.” 


They chatted back and forth, catching up on old times, reliving memories, and finding out what they'd been up 
to in the interim. Dave had been Dave; grilling, gigging, and generally enjoying life. Wiley had been on the road 
with Metallica, working as James' personal assistant and playing music in his spare time. And James had been 


going full tilt with Metallica and hiding away when they weren't on the road. 


Dave sat with his elbow on the table and his head resting on his palm as he listened to them chatter. They 
were a typical happy couple; in love and gently bickering with one another. Once they'd ordered food, Dave 
watched as James’ hand slid beneath the table to rest on Wiley's thigh. The younger man gave him a passing 


glance and a tiny smile before returning his attention to Dave. 


As they continued to talk, he watched as the older man's hand dipped between the blonde's legs and gently 
began to squeeze and stroke. Dave didn't know whether they were trying to arouse him or make him 
uncomfortable. With the heat that was rising to his cheeks, it definitely wasn't the latter and Dave shifted to 


try and make himself comfortable. 


He was transfixed by them, watching as James curled a finger beneath Wiley's chin and lifted the younger 
man's lips to his own for a brief kiss. When Wiley moved to lie across his lover's lap, Dave nervously glanced 


around the restaurant. 


They would be barely visible in the low light and there seemed to be few staff or patrons around. Their order 


had only been placed a few moments before so there was no chance of that arriving. But still Dave was 


nervous and he could feel the sweat prickling the back of his neck. While it was hot as fuck to watch the 


blonde man with his ass in the air, he was scared of them getting caught and thrown out, or worse. 


But all was well and, from the corner of his eye, he watched as James placed one hand in the small of Wiley's 
back before giving his still-clothed ass several quick, sharp spanks. Dave bit the inside of his cheek and fought 
back a whine of lusty frustration If they were brazen enough to do this in public, what would they do behind 


closed doors. 


Wiley shifted back to the booth but not before giving James another kiss. Dave was sure that they were 


trying to see how he'd react and he was hoping he was proving his worth by not running. 


The ride back to their secluded house was, for Wiley, painful in more ways than one. Aroused by their covert 
display in the restaurant, he was eager to get back into the privacy of their home. 


The truck barrelled up narrow, winding lines, disappearing into the swathes of trees. Wiley was doing all he 
could to keep his hands to himself. With Dave pressed up against him, all he wanted to do was get one, or 
both, of the men naked. Why Dave? Why not? Dave was gorgeous, sensual in ways that Wiley couldn't describe, 


and the polar opposite of James. To see them together would be a hedonist's dream. 


The single story ranch house loomed before them. Lights blazed from the entrance and, in the distance, Wiley 
could hear their horses hurtling across the field as they came to greet their owners. With his heart pounding, 
he slid from the car and made his way to the front door. The lanterns swing gently in the breeze and, as he 
unlocked the door, he waited for the others to join him. 


He could see that they were deep in the conversation of two friends who hadn't seen one another for a while 
and his heart warmed. He wanted them. Wanted them both. And Wiley knew that he was going to get 
everything that he asked for. 


Together they walked through the sprawling house, giving Dave a tour as they went. The interior was all light 
wood and open plan with comfortable furniture dotted around. Art and photographs hung on the walls. One of 
Wiley's stipulations for moving to Colorado was no hunting trophies on the walls. Visitors, the few that they 
entertained, didn't need to see them and they out of sight in an office at the back of the house. 


James' hand on his shoulder caused Wiley to stop in the lounge. Deep, comfortable couches surrounded the 


area and a large TV hung on one wall. The wooden beams that supported the house criss-crossed the ceiling. 
"Baby, I'm gonna go get a few bits and pieces so why don't you entertain Dave for a while?" 
Those words, spoken in his lover's soft, sultry, voice were enough to make Wiley still. He smiled at James and 


reached out to touch the older man's cheek. "I'd love to." Leaning up, he gave James a gentle kiss. "See you in a 


minute.” 


For a moment, he watched as James walked away. The older man's pants hugged his legs in all the right places 


and, as a result, turned Wiley to a whimpering mess. Which was, of course, the intended result. 


Biting his lip, he turned and found Dave standing behind him with his hands shoved in his pockets. "Take a seat, 


Dave." 


For once, Dave actually listened to him and dropped himself onto one of the couches. A contented sigh left the 
other man's lips and, for a heartbeat, his head lolled back and he closed his eyes. Kicking his shoes off, Wiley 


curled up next to him. 

"Look, | know this might be a bit awkward-" 

Dave cracked an eye open. "Not awkward at all." 

"You just seem.. quiet" 

"That won't be for long." Dave's lips curled into a smile. "Why don't you show me what you've got?" 


Wiley's heart leapt at that and, leaning in, he gave Dave the gentlest of kisses before moving back and 
shrugging off his jacket. Tossing it over the back of the couch, he began to pick at the buttons of his shirt. 
His movements were slow and calculated, seven years of teasing James to the point of orgasm had paid off 
and soon Dave was following suit. Those dark eyes were roaming all over him and his chest was rising and 
falling with deep, laboured breaths. When guitar-calloused fingers reached out to stroke over his chest, Wiley 
shuddered and let out a whine. 


Undoing his pants, he got to his feet and kicked them away. His cock strained against his stomach and he 
watched as Dave eyed him up. The feeling of eyes on him only drove Wiley crazier and he licked his lips as 
Dave dropped his hand to his crotch in order to palm his cock. 


He dropped himself into the older man's lap and reached out to run a hand through Dave's hair. "You're so 


sexy. So fuckin beautiful. I've always wanted a piece of you." 


"So are you." Those hands, so strong yet so gentle, wound around his back and slid down to his ass. They 
clasped and kneaded his pert cheeks, pulling him closer until they were only a breath apart. "You're fuckin’ 
gorgeous, Wiley, and l'm kinda sad that | didn't tell you that before you left. But you've got a good man here. 


Tell me, does he treat you well?" 


"In what way?" Wiley sighed and shifted so that he was rubbing himself against Dave's groin. The dark haired 


man let out a groan, sinking his teeth into his own lips. 


"Every way." 


"Yeah. Yeah, he does." Leaning closer, he brushed his lips against Dave's before pausing. He didn't initiate 
anything and, when Dave tried to, he pulled back slightly. "Tell me what you want, Dave. What do you want 
tonight?" 


Dave's breath tickled his lips. "You," he murmured. "I want you both." 

"In every way possible?" Wiley teased before flicking his tongue over Dave's lips. 
The older man nodded. "In every way possible." 

"Nice to see you two reconnecting.” 


Wiley shivered at that voice. Deep and yet oh-so-gentle, it did strange things to him. Strange things that made 
him want to get on his knees. Sliding from Dave's lap, he turned and found James standing behind him. The 
silver haired man had changed from his suit and into leather pants and a black tshirt. He'd tossed one of the 
hundreds of battle vests that he owned over the top of it. Wiley had to keep himself from crawling across the 


floor and curling up at the other man's feet. 


But it's what dangled from James' hands that made Wiley keep his balance. Lengths of soft purple rope were 
coiled around James’ palm, their mere presence making his cock twitch. 


James looked him over, admiring his nudity, before giving him a single nod. "Come here, my sweetheart. | need 


to speak to Dave for a while and, well, | know that you like to be a little tied up." 


Wiley's gait was deliberately slow, his steps long and languid. Letting his hand come to rest on James’ chest, he 
looked up into blue eyes that were glazing with lust. Wiley worried that James would think his suggestion of a 
threesome indicated that he was bored in their relationship. His worry had been completely unfounded and 
James had jumped at the chance of adding another, at least for one night. 


And it wasn't as though their sex life was suffering. For a man nearly thirty years older than himself, James 
had a lot of stamina. And a lot of imagination Everyone had believed that it would be Wiley keeping him on his 
toes. In fact, it had been the complete opposite and Wiley had found himself having to find ways to keep up 
with the other man's sex drive. Not that he was complaining, especially when strong hands began to pull his 


own behind his back. 

He turned and allowed James to do his work. The older man's hands were slow and gentle as they wound rope 
around Wiley's arms, carefully knotting it until his arms were bound together. Only then did those damn teasing 
hands slide down his torso and to his erection. Sighing, he leaned back against James and allowed the other man 
to take care of him. 


"We've got all night, baby," James whispered. "Gonna come for me so that you can enjoy being tied up?" 


He purred softly, his eyes falling closed as his hand clasped James’. "Yes, Daddy. Make me come." 


Soft moans left his lips as they moved together. Fingers ran up and down his erection, squeezing and teasing. 
Wiley could feel the knot growing in his groin and, a moment later, his cock hardened and he spilled himself into 
his lover's hand. 


With a gentle sigh, he glanced at Dave through heavy eyes. The dark haired man was still seated on the couch, 
his legs spread and his hand working at the bulge in his pants. Wiley smiled softly and forced himself to remain 
standing as James stepped away. 


The warmth of his lover's body was only gone for a brief moment before it returned. Hands picked at his hair, 
carefully braiding it before pinning it to the top of his head. Wiley relaxed as James continued to wrap rope 
around his body. Knots became harnesses which slowly turned him into a living work of art. The moment was 
one of give and take, of trust, and of love, a dance that had been rehearsed a thousand times before. Finally, 
Wiley felt the ropes begin to tighten and, with his arms bound behind him and his legs gracefully bent behind 
him, he was hoisted onto the hooks that were embedded in the beams. 


He hung there, completely powerless, and, at the same time, wielding all the power. The moment was his to call. 


But Wiley wanted nothing more than to relax in the delicate rope web that James had created around him. 


"You look shocked" Smiling, James sat himself beside Dave. He nodded towards Wiley, quietly admiring his 
handiwork "Don't worry. We'll give him ten minutes then bring him down. And don't look stressed. He's not 
stressed but we'll be able to tell if he is." 


Dave's eyes were as wide as saucers and James could almost see the cogs whirling in the other man's head. 
He probably wanted to know what had happened to the sweet, angelic guy who'd run away to San Francisco. In 
reality, that sweet, angelic guy had been hiding a dirty, devilish side that James had been enjoying for the past 
seven years. He intended to enjoy it, along with everything that Wiley had to offer, for as long as he could. 


He placed a hand on Dave's thigh and let it inch closer to the other man's bulge. "Relax." 
‘lm trying," Dave murmured. "But my whole world's been turned upside down" 


James chuckled softly. Leaning in, he pressed his lips to the soft spot below Dave's ear. "So let it be turned 


upside down. Want me to help you relax?" 


He could feel Dave's breath as the other man moved his head towards him. Dark eyes peered through waves 
of equally dark hair. Dave's face was flushed and his lips were pink and plump. Leaning closer, James gave him 
the softest of kisses. His heart fluttered and he moved to wrap his fingers around those curls of brown hair. 
He could have cheered when Dave returned the motion, his own hand wrapping around the back of James’ head 


and pulling him closer. 


Sliding his hand further up Dave's thigh, he fumbled with the other man's button and zipper. He dived straight 


in once they were undore, grinning at Dave's gasp as his cock was pulled free. 
"Do me," he hissed. "| want you to do me.” 


Dave shifted beside him and fingers went to work on his pants. He gave a deep, rumbling sigh when his cock 
was pulled free and Dave began to gently stroke stroke him. 


Nipping at Dave's lips, he purred, "Yeah, just like that." 


For a while they sat side by side, their hands working at the other's cock and their lips sealed in a bruising 
kiss. How long had he wanted to nail Dave? Long fuckin’ enough. It had come to a literal head at the tribute 
show they'd done together a year or so before. Seeing Dave with his glasses perched on his nose and his hair 
curling wildly around his shoulders had sent James running back to his hotel room and the safety of Wiley. 
They'd spent the night getting sweaty and sticky, only falling into a deep sleep once the sun had begun to peak. 


So when Wiley had suggested the dirty threesome, James didn't hesitate in agreeing. 


Without breaking contact, James reached behind himself and to the small side board beside the couch. 
Snatching up a bottle of oil, he flipped the cap and drizzled a copious amount over Dave's cock. The surprised 
gasp followed by a thick, lusty groan was just what he'd been expecting. Repeating the motion on himself, he 
encouraged Dave to rub the silky liquid over his own hard member. His own voice joined Dave's and soon the 
two of them were groaning and grunting into the kiss. 


With one eye still on Wiley, he continued to lavish attention on Dave. How easily the other man had fallen under 
their spell. Not that James had been expecting it to go any other way. Dave was affable and easy going. Sure, 
he'd obviously freak out at seeing his old friend and studio manager strung up in such a way. But other than 
that, he was falling so easily into the game they had planned for him. 


Pulling back, he gave Dave's cock a squeeze before whispering his lips against the other man's ear. James was 


enjoying listening to him moan and sigh, the sounds going straight through him and to his own cock. 
Scratching his whiskers against the dark haired man's soft skin, he murmured, "Come for me." 


Dave didn't disappoint. His eyes were closed as he arched his hips from the couch. In the calm before the 
storm, he'd wrapped a hand in the hem of his shirt and pulled it away from his stomach. Strings of semen 
splattered against his tanned skin and loud groans left his lips as his body shook. Amid it all, James felt his own 
body react, triggered by the sight before him. The knot in his groin snapped and he slumped against the couch, 
his breathing heavy as his seed soaked Dave's hand. 


Dazed didn't even begin to explain how Dave felt. Catching his breath, he opened his eyes and stared at the 


scene around him. Here he was, with two people he loved very much, and having every expectation of them 


turned completely upside down. Yet, once the shock had abated, it was the best kind of surprise. 


He watched as James dusted himself off, hooked his pants up, and walked over to the still-hanging Wiley. With 
hands as gentle as falling snow, the silver-haired man carefully brought his lover back to earth. The ropes fell 
away and arms wrapped around the smaller man, holding him close and quietly caring for him. Dave could only 


just hear their conversation, their voices barely a whisper. 


Dave felt his heart wrench when James scooped Wiley into his arms. How he wished for someone to care for 


him like that. 
Blue eyes turned to him and James gave him a nod. "Comin' to the bedroom?" 


Dave didn't need asking twice. One look at those long, leather clad legs and the willowy man in James’ arms was 
enough for Dave to pull himself to his feet. Yanking his pants up, he walked over to them and ran his fingers 
over Wiley's still braided hair. Hazel eyes opened to look at him and Wiley gave him the softest of smiles. 


"Okay?" he asked. 
Wiley gave him a lazy nod and lifted a hand to touch Dave's face. "Just dandy." 


He followed them through the house, passing walls of photographs and artwork and windows that looked out 
onto what Dave presumed was a picture perfect scene. The house was amazing, built to order, and a hideaway 


from a world that sometimes wanted to tear an artist apart. 


The bedroom was equally as amazing and spacious. A vaulted ceiling swept up above a four-post king size bed. 
White sheets were pulled tight across the mattress. The wood walls were bare except for a lick of paint 
designed to hide all but the most dramatic of knots and subtle, defused lights. To one side was an ensuite that 
Dave wouldn't have noticed if the door hadn't been left ajar. Tossed across an easy chair were the clothes 


that James had replaced with the leather pants and patch-decorated vest. 


Seeing James go from gentle giant to beast mode anywhere other than on stage was a privilege that Dave 
wasn't going to waste. He watched as the taller man - now far more intimidating than Dave had ever known 
him - gently laid Wiley on the bed Touches and kisses were exchanged as he propped the younger man on the 


pillow. 
With a creak of leather, James straightened and gave Dave a look that went straight to his groin 


"Get naked, Grohl, and get on the bed. On your hands and knees. You're gonna blow him while | take a ride on 
that sweet ass of yours." 


Dave swallowed against the lump in his throat. He knew that this was coming; it was one of the many things 


that they'd discussed. And he was more than willing than be with the two beautiful men in every way possible. 


The gaze that pierced the side of his skull was enough for him to shed his clothes and toss them on the chair. 
Crawling onto the bed, Dave sank between Wiley's legs and looked up into the face of his friend. Wiley's eyes 


were heavy and a small smile tickled his lips. He lifted a hand and stroked it over Dave's hair. 
"Hey. Nice to see you." 
Dave smiled and purred at the touch. "Nice to see you, too," he murmured. 


It had been a while since he'd taken a cock up his ass. In fact, it had been a while since he'd had any kind of 
sexual contact so he was both nervous and excited. Lifting his head, he glanced over his shoulder and found 
James standing behind him, his hands hooked into the waist of his pants and his shoulders squared. Those blue 
eyes bored into the back of his neck and Dave felt a sheen of sweat begin to tickle along his spine. 


"Take it easy, please. It's been a while,” Dave croaked. 
"Don't worry. | will." 


He watched as James began to unlace his pants. When he pushed them down to his thighs, Dave whined. The 
cock that had been in his hands only moments before was now going to be in his ass. Not that Dave was 


complaining. He just wondered how much it would hurt. 


Dave couldn't take his eyes off of James as the other man picked up a bottle of lube and flicked the cap. He 
wasn't going to lie; the silver-haired man with the piercing blue eyes was captivating, more so than when they 
sat and talked. His stance and the way he looked at Dave made Dave's cock twitch with anticipation Taking a 
deep breath, he returned his attention to Wiley and stuck his ass in the air. 


Burying his nose in the thatch of blonde hair at Wiley's groin, Dave began to press gentle kisses to the other 
man's cock. He inhaled Wiley's musky scent, losing himself in it and allowing himself to fall deeper under their 

spell. They'd invited him to join them for a night of hedonistic pleasure. Yet Dave was feeling much more. He 

felt warm, and safe, and happy. He felt as though he could open himself to them and allow them to play out 

his deepest fantasises. 


But he also realised that he couldn't be greedy. Couldn't take and not give in return. They would service his 
needs but he also had to give himself over to theirs. And it was something he was willing to do. The secluded 
house in Colorado felt more like home than his sprawling mansion in LA. A mansion where the only people he 
saw day to day was the mail man and housekeeper. He needed more people in his life who'd accept him for him 
and not who he was. 


Dave felt warm breath in the small of his back and a single, slippery finger breached him. He let out a gasp 
and felt himself sink closer to the bed. Beneath his own mouth he felt Wiley squirm, the younger man's hips 
rolling up to meet his lips. As James worked behind him, Dave closed his mouth over the head of Wiley's cock 
and gently began to suck. His tongue swirled around the slit, lapping up the salty pre-come before he shifted 


lower to explore the hard flesh. His own soft groans mingled with Wiley's gentle pants. 


His groans became louder as he was stretched. Dave could feel his legs giving way and he forced himself to 
stay in position. He was beginning to disappear down into that wonderful, warm head space. Through his mess 
of hair, he could see Wiley gazing down at him. There was a gentle smile on his lips and his fingers wandered 


over his chest and nipples. 


There was a sudden sense of emptiness and the anticipation grew as James withdrew. For a few moments, 


Dave held his breath. Everything around him stilled. 


Feeling the other man enter him was both exhilarating and painful. Strong hand wound around his hips and held 
him in place as James entered him with a single thrust. With his mouth filled with Wiley's cock, Dave wasn't 
able to voice either the pleasure, nor the pain, that tore through him. 


And then all was still once more. He could feel James' warm breath washing over his shoulders. Wiley shifted 
beneath him and placed a hand on his head. They had him exactly where they wanted him and Dave knew that 
he'd be eating out of their hands for as long as they wanted him to. 


Control. That's what Wiley was feeling. When he'd worked for Dave, control had been something minor; ordering 
stationery, taking bookings, the minor things that kept the studio running. Then he'd fallen in with James and 
something had changed. Suddenly he was an equal partner, loved and adored and given a role that was far more 
within his capabilities. 


But it was behind closed doors that he was the one who called the shots. James was wrapped around his little 
finger and, while Wiley refused to take that for granted, | made him smile. He'd never been doted on in such a 
way. Never been loved or cared for so calmly and gently. He loved James to the ends of the Earth and adored 


how far the other man would go to please him. 


Looking over Dave's shoulder, he stared into the blue eyes that were watching him. Watching his every move 
and calculating what would happen next. He was in good hands, that much he knew. Placing a hand on the top of 


Dave's head, he gave a gentle nod and watched his lover pull back. 


Dave's mouth slid down his cock, an audible groan vibrating along him as the dark-haired man took all that 
James had to offer. Despite the sensations that rolled over him, Wiley forced himself to watch. His eyes were 
on James, making sure that the older man was okay with the situation He shouldn't have worried. James' head 
had lolled back, his eyes closed as he raked his nails along Dave's flanks. His hips pistoned in slow thrusts as he 
gave Dave all that he had. Between them, Dave shifted against the bed, alternating between pushing back and 
sliding his throat along Wiley's dick. 


His fingers stroked through Dave's hair, the dark waves falling over his palm. Wiley was in heaven and he could 


feel the familiar knot of pleasure growing. Closing his eyes, he allowed himself to be overcome by what was 


happening. The atmosphere of the room was heavy and laden with lust. He could hear James growling softly to 
himself and knew that the other man was on the point of letting go. Neither of them were going to last long 
and, with a soft grunt, Wiley arched his hips and pushed Dave's head down. The dark-haired man gasped and 
couched but took all that he had to offer. 


"Come for me, baby." James’ voice was gritty and low and Wiley felt himself twitch. 


He spread his legs wider and planted his feet on the bed. Rolling his hips, he fucked Dave's mouth. Saliva 
trickled down his cock and pooled around his balls. He opened his eyes and turned to watch their reflection in 
the darkened window. To see his partner still fully clothed, albeit with his pants pushed down around his thighs, 
drove Wiley crazy. To see him fucking Dave with the same raw ferocity that he did Wiley, pushed him closer 
to an edge that he wanted to step off of. His hand tightened in Dave's hair and his voice became louder. He 
needed to give in and just.. go. Burying his head back into the pillow, Wiley screamed his partner's name and 
spilled himself down Dave's throat. 


Had life ever been boring? Hell, no. But life had been dark and lonely at times. He'd stooped to depths that he'd 
never known he could go to in order to try and find the light that would make his life complete. James knew, 
deep down, that the light was within himself. But sometimes he needed the love and reassurance of another to 
help him see it. 


And then he'd met Wiley. Young, lithe, and way, way out of his league. But Wiley, with his big eyes and gentle, 
lopsided smile, had fallen for him in the same way. The blonde man had made a beeline straight for his heart 
and then made it his home. And James didn't regret a thing. The age gap, moving with him, having him on tour; 
James regretted none of them. He was so blissfully and happily in love that he'd do literally anything for him. 


Fucking Dave was a whole different experience to fucking Wiley. He knew that Dave was weighing them up and 
calculating what he could, and couldn't, get away with, hence his only movements being the occasional flinch. 
Wiley, on the other hand, would, by now, have wrestled him to the bed and been riding him like a bucking 


bronco. 


Dave felt different. He was thicker and taller for starters and had twenty years on Wiley. His body felt 
different, but James wasn't going to complain. He was being driven crazy just from watching his lover get 
blown by another man. To be riding the source of the other man's pleasure was pushing him to the brink of 
falling. 


Once Wiley had peaked, he backhanded Dave's ass causing the dark-haired man to howl and rear up. 
"No fuckin’ relaxing,” he hissed. 


He knotted a hand into Dave's hair and pulled, lifting the other man's head and arching his back Leaning over 
Dave, James pushed him to the bed. Bracing one booted foot on the mattress, he began to plough the other 


man, listening as he howled and groaned and begged for an orgasm. Wiley lolled at the head of the bed, happy 
and sated and watching the show before him. He gave the younger man a grin before giving Dave's ass 


another stinging blow. 
"Come on, Grohl. You're gonna come next. Soak the sheets for me." 


Dave squirmed beneath him, his hands clawing at the sheets as his own free hand kneading at the other man's 
ass. He left scratches and red welts in his wake but the noises that Dave made assured him that he, too, was 
enjoying the evening. If James had suspected otherwise, he'd have stopped and checked in with Dave. 


Pulling his arm back, he laid another slap against Dave's ass, revelling in the way the dark-haired man 
tightened around him. 


"So fuckin’ close," he hissed. "I'm gonna fill your ass and have you singing in a whole other octave for the next 


week." 


Dave's voice was no more than a whisper. A few words were repeated over and again, each of them driving 
James closer. With a final, guttural growl, he pulled Dave's head back and drove his dick in as deep as could. His 
orgasm all but blinded him, the pleasure sucker-punching him. He had it good with Wiley, really good. But the 
dynamic of adding a third had bought a whole other dimension 


With his head still swimming, James pulled back and stretched himself out beside Dave. The dark-haired man 
looked at him with glazed eyes and sweaty hair. 


"Okay?" 
Dave nodded and a smile slowly began to break his dazed expression. "Great. Thank you." 


Glancing over to Wiley, James repeated himself. His heart warmed when the blonde man responded with a smile 
and a nod. Wiley he could read. If there was something wrong, he'd know. Dave was a whole other kettle of fish, 
a guy who played his cards close to his heart. If something was wrong, James likely wouldn't know until it was 

too late. It was only in the heat of passion that he'd been able to tell whether Dave was okay or not. Now that 


they were coming to a close, Dave was beginning to go back behind his facade. 


Gently he brushed the hair from Dave's face. "Don't go back," he murmured. "Don't go and hide inside yourself 
again We've enjoyed seeing this side of you. And you're safe here. You know that, right?" 


Dave's eyes were beginning to lighten and, if James wasn't mistaken, they were becoming heavy with tears. 


Leaning in, he pressed his lips to Dave's forehead. 


"You're safe here," he softly repeated. "No one's gonna find out and no one's gonna hurt you or take advantage 


of you.” 


The dark-haired man nodded and shuffled close enough to rest his head against James’. Shifting enough to 
wrap an arm around Dave, he nodded to Wiley. In a heartbeat the younger man was scooting down the bed 
until he was pressed close to Dave's side. There's a distinct change in the atmosphere, one that James can 
sense without even trying. Only a moment before he'd been ready to dive back in for seconds. Now he's holding 


fast, one arm slung over Dave's shoulders, as the other man's heartache washes over him. 


Dave woke naked and alone in a massive bed that he could instantly tell wasn't his own. Sunlight drifted passed 
the trees and through the huge picture window. Snow still slung to the pine trees and he could make out the 
last vestiges of the previous fall littered beneath them. 


"We need to talk about last right." 


His heart skipped a beat at the voice. So commanding, yet so gentle, it was instantly recognisable. Propping 
himself against the piles of pillows, Dave looked around himself until he found James reclining in a chair. Hidden 
by the shadows beside the window, the silver-haired man had his mile-long legs stretched out and crossed at 
the ankles. He was dressed - not as he had been the previous night - but in flannel pyjamas and an old Venom 
shirt. His hands were resting in his lap. It was then that Dave remembered where he was. 


| had fun," he softly replied. 
‘lm not questioning that. But there's something that we have to deal with and that's your aftercare. Dave, you 


were heartbroken and you fought so hard to keep your pain at bay. But it was there. We knew it was. We 
could feel it. We could see it." 


Dave could feel the lump growing in his throat and, brushing the hair from his eyes, he tried to force down 


the returning pain. "Im sorry. | ruined your evening. You invited me here and-" 
In a heartbeat, James was on his feet and stalking towards the bed. Dave had seen several of James’ moods 
but only in manageable doses. He'd never been in James' house and subject to whatever was racing through 


the other man's head. Shrinking back, he stared up at his friend and waited for him to verbally lash out. 


Instead, the taller man carefully seated himself on the edge of the bed and reached out to place a hand on 
Dave's knee. "You ruined nothing. We all had fun. The evening obviously hit a nerve. Want to talk about it?" 


No. 


Dave went to shake his head but found that he couldn't. Instead, he sighed and sank deeper into the bed. He 


was enjoying James’ gentle touch and wanted to draw his friend closer. 


"Where's Wiley?" he quietly asked. 


"He's making breakfast." James smiled. "Can't have him getting too comfortable all the time. Who am | kidding? 
Its normally me in the kitchen but | wanted to make sure that you were okay. He's hungry and couldn't wait" 
James paused and Dave saw his eyes soften a little more. They dipped down at the corners and Dave could see 
why so many people were drawn to James. Off the stage, he was warm and loving and filled with empathy. 
"You're in a safe space here, Dave. You can talk about whatever you want. We're not gonna send you home 


until we're one hundred percent you're okay." 


The lump in his throat stayed where it was and Dave nodded curtly. He sighed. "It's just been a long time since 
I've felt what | felt last night. Love, safety, adoration, desire. It's a long time since I've had any physical contact. 
Human contact; there's been plenty of that. But actually feeling someone in my arms, or feeling someone 
pressed against me. James, it's been years since | had that. And | saw you and Wiley together and | was so 
happy. Deliriously happy. You guys are so perfect for one another. You're so beautiful. And, selfishly, | wanted 
a part of that. | wanted to feel that love and that warmth because | haven't had it for so fuckin’ long." 


The tears finally came, choking him as he lowered his head. He felt James' hand move from his knee to the 
small of his back and the silver-haired man quietly trying to comfort him. But the pain was there, red raw and 
on show for whoever chose to look It had been there for so long, festering in his soul. He'd refused to let 
anyone in for fear that they'd try and dictate his life to him or, even worse, take his heart and then shatter 
it before his eyes. 


"I'm sorry," he murmured. "I'm sorry for ruining all of this." 


"Dave, you haven't ruined a thing. | keep telling you that and | just wish that you'd listen” James sighed and 
Dave felt him shift his weight. "Truth is, Wiley adores you. He adores you with everything he has. He always 
has and he always will. You're special to him and, well, you're special to me, too. You're super sweet when 
you're not hiding behind your public face. And that - this right now - is what we want to see. We want to see 
the real Dave. That's the man we love. Him, right here, who's pouring his heart out. Not the guy we see on TV, 


laughing and hugging everyone." 


Dave sniffled and looked at James. The man before him was a blurry painting of black and silver. He frowned 
and wiped his eyes. 


"Did you mean that? What you just said?" 
James' face was lined with worry. "I did. Every word of it. And Wiley will back me up. Dave, last night was going 
to be a one off. A gift for Wiley's birthday. But there was something about it that affected us both on a level 


that we hadn't even imagined. We talked this morning, while you were sleeping, and we'd love for you to become 


a part of us." 


His frown deepened and he leaned back into the pillows, confused by what he was hearing. Was James really 
offering him the exact thing that he'd been pining for for so long? 


"So-" Dave paused to gather his thoughts. "You want me here, with you?" 


Those blue eyes were swimming with emotion as James nodded. "Yes, we do. Dave, you have your own life, 
your own home, your own career, obviously. But we'd love for you to come and spend weekends with us 


whenever you can" 


Dave could feel his heart melting and, with his head resting against the bed's sturdy, padded headboard, he 
gestured James closer. When his friend shuffled towards him, Dave wrapped an arm around his shoulders and 
pressed a kiss to his forehead. 


"I'd love to. I'd spend every day here if | could You make me feel wanted, loved.. Welcomed" 
James twisted in his arm to give him a soft smile. "As you do with us. Thank you for agreeing to this." 


Dave grinned and snorted. "Agreeing? You're making it sound as though l'm doing you a favour. I'm definitely 
more than happy to spend more time with you guys. A lot more time." 


There was the creak of a door being nudged open and Dave looked up to see Wiley, dressed from head to foot 
in soft pyjamas, standing in the doorway. He had a mug in each hand and his expression was as warm and open 


as his boyfriend's. 
"Made you guys a coffee. Breakfast's ready when you want it” 


James moved to pull himself onto the bed and Dave pressed himself a little closer. Wiley wandered over and 
placed the mugs on the bedside table before sitting at their feet. In the morning light he looked younger and 
far more innocent than his thirty years. 


"So?" he asked. 


James draped an arm around Dave and drew his head to his shoulder. "We talked. And there's a lot more that 
we need to talk about in time. But-" There was a note of excitement in James’ voice. "Dave's going to come and 


see us as and when he can, hopefully every weekend. Hopefully more often 


At that, Wiley let out a cry of joy and hopped onto the bed. Before Dave could react, Wiley had thrown his 


arms around Dave's neck and was hugging him close. 

"Thank you, thank you, thank you! | really enjoyed last night and-" The smaller blonde man pulled back and sat 
himself on Dave's outstretched thighs. "I kinda fell a little bit in love with you last night. | know James did, too. 
We love you and we hope that you feel that" 


The tears were welling up once more. But rather than being filled with pain, they were ones filled with 
happiness. He wrapped his arms around the two men and pulled them close, kissing first Wiley and then James. 


"| feel it," he whispered. "I feel it all. Thank you for giving me a place that | can call home." 


